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“Do you think I'll ever make a golfer?” 
‘You've made one.” 





SPARKLING MOMENTS in the HISTORY OF BOTTLED CARBONATED BEVERAGES 
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“It’s all wet!” said Noah... . 
“which reminds me that I’m dry!” 


one consolation—I don’t have to 


It was raining. It had been raining. diteh enial” 
rink rain!’ 


It continued to rain. Mr. J. L. Noah, 


Free! Write today for a 
copy of this new 

recipe book. Frozen salads, 
delicious punches, dainty des- 
merican Bottlers of 


president of the Noah Navigation Com- 
pany, Ltd., was down in the mouth 
and up in the air. 


“This ark business is all wet!’ he 
declared petulantly, “and if I ever get 
out of it, you can bet two pounds of 
animal crackers that I’m going to make 
for the dryest spot in the Sahara 
Desert. I want to reign where there 
is no rain. 


*]’'m sick and tired of looking at rain 
and listening to it ... but there’s just 


potted 


\ exage 


A BOTTLER 


Into the old navigator’s eyes came a 
look of rare contentment as he pressed 
a buzzer for the second chimpanzee— 
“A bottle of carbonated beverage from 
the ice box, Jo-Jo,” he ordered, “and 
you might take a look at the Weather 
Report for tomorrow!” 


* *+ * 


Which reminds us to remark that it 
will always be Fair Weather in your 
household if the ice box is laden with 
bottled carbonated beverages. 
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AMERICAN 
BOTTLERS 
CARBONATED 
BEVERAGES 
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Life 


THE PRONOUNCED FAVORITES IN THE SMARTEST AND 
MOST EXCLUSIVE CIRCLES 


That there are no other cars in all the world like 
Cadillac and La Salle is eloquently confirmed by 
the character of the Cadillac-La Salle clientele... 
Wherever the celebrated and the sophisticated 
are gathered, the preponderance of Cadillacs 
and La Salles is impressive evidence of their 
popularity with particular people... The simple 
truth about this is that those who know motor- 
cars know just as certainly that there is no sub- 
stitute for the immaculate individuality and the 
joyous satisfaction of a Cadillac-built car... 
Deluxe Fisher and Fleetwood coachwork render 
Cadillac and La Salle the finest and smartest cars 
on the streets of the world... La Salle is priced 
from $2995 to $2875; Cadillac from $3295 to 
$3995; Fleetwoods up to $7000 —all prices 
fo. b. Detroit... CADILLAC MOTOR 
CAR COMPANY, Division of General 
ee Motors, Detroit, Michigan; Oshawa, Canada. 
r ? 
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Set in Sunlight and Pines 


eAt-Murray Bay, Quebec, (anada 


VEN if the Manoir Ricue.iev were isolated in the 

lap of the Laurentian Mountains it would still offer 
every sport and pleasure that summer could suggest. Its 
own magnificent eighteen hole golf course; its tennis 
courts; swimming pool; saddle horses—all would serve 
to complete the picture of Seigneurial grandeur and 
luxury of living. 
But the New Manoir Ricuettev is at Murray Bay, the 
“Newport of Canada”. Its six hundred guests draw upon 
the many fashionable cottages for added companionship 
on the links or in the ballroom. There is a mingling of 
smart people from every large city on the continent and 
a constant flow of life and gayety that finds its highest 
expression in and around the Manoir. 
The St. Lawrence river, fourteen miles in width, flows 
beneath the terraces and green lawns that front the hotel. 
From the driveways at the back unbroken forests of 
pine mount in great, shouldering slopes to “Beulah”, 
the highest point, where the four winds play. And, 
scattered around the horseshoe of the bay, are the 
pleasant cottages and the winding motor road that leads 
you on and on. 


300 Dous_e Rooms 300 Private Batus 


For handsomely illustrated Booklet, full particulars, 
rates, etc., apply to J. O. Evans, Manager of Hotels, 
715 Vicroria Square, Monrreat, P.Q., Canapa, 


CANADA STEAMSHIP LINES 


Agents in the Principal Cities of the United States 
and Canada, or your own Tourist Agent. 








MANOIR RICHELIEU 

















Jumping at Conclusions 


Note—When reading a story that 
breaks over to another page, include 
the “continued” line with the last 
line and see what you get! 








“Oh, no, I don’t, Bruce!” 

“I say you do. Think what 
continued on page 174. 
—Woman’'s Home Companion. 


you 


Continued from page 56 over the 
door. Nor did she see any irony in 
that. —Pictorial Review. 








You'd get to despise me if you turn 
to page 113. —Delineator. 

























Continued from page 42 was our 
guide lying on his stomach, clawing 
the ground convulsively and making 


his body twitch. —Collier’s. 








You never had a baby and made 
him your whole life; you never woke 
up a dozen times in the night just to 
make sure he was continued on page 


135. —McCall’s. 





” 


“Would 


“ 


it matter? 
I don’t know,” says I. 
continued on page 160. 

—Woman'’s Home Companion. 


“Only I'm 









“I wonder,” Reggie murmured. He 
drew a long breath. “Well, let's 
turn to page 82. —Delineator. 





There’s been a lot of squawking 
about professionalism lately, since Til- 
den got continued on page 98. 

—Saturday Evening Post. 


Jump at one yourself! Lire will 
pay five dollars for each one printed. 
First come, first served. Send them 
to the Conclusion Editor, Life, 598 
Madison Ave., New York. Conclu- 









sions must be clipped from newspape! 
or magazine. 
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“Where’ve you been all my lives?” 
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Z| SUNLIT garden awakens to the call of bridge... blos- 
soms with fair women, flowerlike in lissom grace, 
elusive fragrance and filmy gowns. 

A gracious hostess sounds the mood and mode of the 
hour, introducing Hay’s Five Fruit...toast of the brave as 
well as the fair. Beauty rallies ‘round the flowing bowl. 

Hay’s Five Fruit... pure, vitamine-laden juices of ripened 
fruit...plays many, many roles. You'll glory in the posses- 
sion of its secrets. It may be the soul of a sauce or dressing; 
the body of a cocktail or other beverage. Its ravishing fruit 
flavor lends distinction to iced tea and ecstacy to ice cream. 

This famous red-wrapped bottle is an inexhaustible 
treasury of delightful home experiences for you and 
your friends. Make, or renew, your acquaintance 
with Hay’s Five Fruit at the first good food or fruit 
store. And please write for “35 Ways of Serving” 

Hays Five Fruit. 


HAY’S FRUIT JUICE CO. 
Portland Maine 


Hay’s Five Fruit gives jellies 
and desserts pure fruit taste 


‘ 
ace a Ei Se a A i Ns cr i le 


‘Bgose it HAY’'S 
ae FIVE 
Fruit 


adds to you 
drinks the 


Add Five Fruit to iced tea or 
any beverage for glorious flavor 


Name 

Address 
> ESD ae eT 
My dealer's name 














rogress has proved that 


FRANKLIN was right 


Franklin acknowledges with pride the 
way in which the Youth of America 
has taken to the new airplane feel of 
Franklin air-cooled cars. American 
boys and girls really test cars, and to 
win their enthusiasm is to gain the 
approval of the entire nation. Youth 
has tried every car—and has now 
turned to air-cooling because of its re- 
markable performance— because it is 
progressive. Justas Aviation has turned 
to air-cooling because of its great re- 
liability, stamina and power. 

From the thrilling airplane feel of 
driving the new Franklin, to its 
modern, modish beauty, this sensa- 


tional motor car is NEW. So new that 
even a short drive is an experience 
which says, “No automobile has ever 
performed so amazingly, handled so 
effortlessly, ridden so comfortably” — 
none can without air-cooling! 


And with the new prices, which are 
as much as $600 lower than previous 
Franklins of similar type, the perform- 
ance, quality and value offered areeven 
more sensational. Incomparable! And 
thousands realize it. Sales are more 
than 200% of the same period last 
year. Drive the car today—experience 
the famous airplane feel. 

FRANKLIN AUTOMOBILE COMPANY, SYRACUSE 


The One- Thirty, $2180 * + * The One- Thirty-Five, $2485 +++ The One=Thirty-Seven, $2775 *** Sedan prices f. 0. 6. factory 


FRANKL 





Life in Washington 


HE latest dope on the battle be- 
tween Jehovah and _ Beelzebub 
is that the Anti-Saloon League has 
passed the word to kill the Reappor- 


tionment Bill. The League, of course, | 


wishes to uphold the Constitution, but 


sages : sos ; 
if Congress entorces Section 3 of Ar- | 
tice I of that immortal document and | 


shifts Congressional representation from 
4 1910 to a 1920 basis, it will mean 


more city—and fewer country repre: | 


sentatives in the House. The cities are 
Wet and the rural districts are, offi- 
cially, Dry, hence the ukase from the 
Custodians of the Immaculate Amend- 
ment. If you watch closely, you'll see 
the courageous statesmen on Capitol 
Hill quietly exterminate the Bill de- 
manded by the supreme law of the 
land, thus perpetuating a rotten bor- 
ough system for the greater glory of 
Volstead. 

T. R. must have turned over in his 
grave when the President appointed 
Dwight F. Davis as Governor-General 
of the Philippines—but even so his 
ghost can take comfort in the thought 
that young T. R. didn’t get it. The 


latter has received instead the gov- | 
ernorship of Porto Rico, which recalls | 


the time Abdul Hamid gave an Amer- 
ican lady the Order of Chastity (Sec- 


ond Class). The President, by the | 


way, could have done far worse than 
give the Manila post to Nick Roose- 
velt of the “Times,” who was dis- 


qualified by youth, energy and a special | 


familiarity with Philippine and Pa- 
cific problems. But why give it to 


anybody when General McCoy was | 
No, it’s hard to see the | 


available? 
Engineer in Politics treat our most re- 
sponsible colonial post as a_ political 
plum for a “deserving” Republican. 

Things have been happening so fast, 
recently, that it’s hard to keep track. 
When I really understand what that 
blessed word “debenture” means I'll 
tell you all about the farm situation. 
Tacna-Arica is settled, but nobody 
knows whether the State Department 
is responsible or whether Chile and 


Peru did it alone. We've rolled up | 
our sleeves and plunged into the Rep- | 


arations mess. The owner of the 
“Washington Post” is suing the “Phil- 
adelphia Record” for a cool million, be- 
cause the latter libeled Mr. McLean 
in intimating that he was given the 
gate at the Belgian Embassy for con- 
duct unbecoming a newspaper pro- 
prietor. —]. 























RHAPS you've THOUGHT 


HANGE all old ideas of the cost 
C of a summer-long vacation 
cruiser-home. Here is a sturdy, beau- 
tiful A. C. F. at less than $5,000. 


In thirty feet of skillful engineering, 
she actually includes two spacious 
master’s cabins with roomy beds, full 
headroom, and luxurious appoint- 
ments. Comfortable sleeping accom- 
modations for six, and day cruising 
capacity for many more. 


The lavatory is a model of neatness 
and convenience. The galley boasts 
its stove, ice-box, culinary lockers, 
and dish closets. 


The cockpit is a revelation of com- 


THE 1929 FLEET 


Q.C, f- 


CRUISER-RUNABOUT . . §$ 5,750 
30 DOUBLECABIN .. . 4,950 
30 OPEN COCKPIT .. . 4,950 
40 DOUBLE CABIN . . 13,950 
40 DAY CRUISER . . 13,350 
THE FAMOUS 47 . 21,000 
54 TWIN SCREW . 32,500 
68 SEAGOING YACHT 60,000 


you couldn’t afford a cruiser... 


modious comfort, providing a deeply 
upholstered seat, in addition to space 
for many deck chairs. Like all other 
craft of the A. C. F. fleet, the “30”’ is 
completely equipped, even to china, 
linen and silver, ready to cruise. 


You are urged to write immediately 
to the nearest of the following ad- 
dresses for Booklet “L” and informa- 
tion about our time-payment plan. 


7 7 7 


cruisers 


AMERICAN CAR AND 
FOUNDRY COMPANY 


A. C. F. Marine Salon, 217 West 57th Street, New 
York. Other showrooms at: Boston — Noyes 
Marine Sales Co., 1037 Commonwealth Avenue, 
Detroit— A.C. F. Salon, 500 E. Jefferson Avenue. 
Cleveland — N. J. Shea, 1424 Lauderdale Avenue, 
Lakewood. San Francisco — S.C. Kyle, 427 Rialto 
Building. Chicago— Ward A. Robinson, 8S. Michi- 
gan Avenue. Wilmington, Del. — American Car 
and Foundry Company. 





















The ie inks of a Graflex Camera 
Makes Artists Of Us All! 

















































































































The vital difference between “Travel Pictures” 
and others is that there’s so seldom an oppor- 











tunity to go back and take them over again. 
Be sure—take a Graflex!s <« « « «x « x 




















And now there’s a simplified Graflex, priced within reach of everybody. 
i 3%” x 455/"—speed up to 1/1000 second— $80. Other models $85 to $375. 















FEATURED BY THE BEST DEALER EVERYWHERE 




































| The One Camera for Travel Pictures 











Life Abroad 


VIENNA—The Countess Sichy 
sued her former fiancé, Lieutenant 
Klose, for the value of meals he ate 
at her home during their five years’ 
engagement. The Court awarded her 
500 schillings. 








LONDON—Englishmen are com. 
plaining that women’s clubs are get- 
ting so comfortable and luxurious that 
their wives won’t stay home. They 
blame Americans for setting the ex. 
ample. 





LONDON—The will of M. C. 


| Chetwynd of South-West London con 
| tained the following clause: 


“To my wife I leave one pair of my 
trousers, free of duty and carriage paid, 
as a symbol of what she wanted to 
wear in my lifetime, but did not.” 


PARIS—The missing arms of the 
Venus de Milo have been discovered 
in the crypts of the Louvre. Now a 
great controversy is raging in the Art 
world as to whether or no they shall 
be put back on. Most of the connois- 
seurs say “No, better leave us the ap- 
peal to the imagination that the statue 
has always exercised.” 


INDIA—The Maharajah of Indore 
has the most novel banqueting table 
in India. A tiny electric train runs 
around its edge on a small track. The 


| train contains seven coaches, one each 


for carrying brandy, port, sweets, nuts, 
chocolates, cigars and cigarettes. It 
starts or stops at the slightest touch of 
an electric button. 


ECAUSSINES, Belgium—The girls 
here outnumber the men eight to five, 
and admit that they do not like it. —_ So, 
with the consent of the town fathers, 
they have sent a poster throughout 
Europe inviting eligible bachelors to 
attend a week’s festival, object, matri- 
mony. There will be a week of 
luscious dinners, dancing, and a final 
grand ball with “an _ intermission 
wherein proposing will be permitted.” 


PARIS—Prof. Guillain reports to 
the Academy of Medicine that the 
American cocktail is a dangerous drink 
causing the following ailments: epi- 
lepsy, gastritis, enteritis, physical and 
psychic asthenia, hepatitis, carditis, 
syncope, insomnia, hypochondrism, 
anxiety complex and inaptitude for in- 
tellectual work. Not to mention in- 
flammatory wives! 
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Spalding: 


HAS TAMED THE STEEL SHAFT 


now, 


now, 


4 


IT HAS NO VIBRATION 


IT’S A GREAT SHAFT FOR IRONS 


NOW, iT HAS THE SWEET FEEL OF THE FINEST HICKORY 


JALAL 


we steel shaft was the Jekyl and 
[ie of golf. In wood clubs, it felt 

very sweet. But in irons, it felt very 
sour. In woods, thousands of golfers found 
that ic gave them straighter shots. In irons, 
it brought them nothing but disappoint- 
ment 

Spalding realized that in irons, the metal- 
to-metal contact of steel shaft and steel 
head was the root of the evil. It formed a 
perfect conductor that carried the shock 
and vibration of every shot up the shaft 
and into the fingers, destroying all sweet- 
ness of feel. 

So Spalding worked out the exclusive 
new **Cushion-Neck”’ that insulates club 
head from shaft—completely eliminating 
all vibration—giving you the first steel- 
shafted irons to have the sweet feel of the 
finest hickory. 

At no place in these remarkable new 
irons does the steel shaft come in contact 
with the steel head. For before the shaft 
is fitted into the hosel of the club, it is en- 
closed in a cushioning sleeve of lively 
tubber. Vibrations can no more pass 
through this rubber sleeve than can elec- 
tric current pass through the rubber insu- 
lation on a wire. 

Then the rim of the hosel is crimped 
around the rubber, sealing out the air for- 


KRO-FLITE 


GOLF CLUBS 


Registered Sets— Related Clubs — 
Sold im sets only. Sold one at a time. 


ever —retaining the liveliness of the rubber 
for the life of the club. 

The *‘Cushion-neck”’ is the latest of a 
long line of Spalding contributions to golf. 
Try it as soon as you can get your hands on 
it. Lay into a ball with it, and ten to one 
you'll get one of the greatest thrills you 
ever got out of a golf club. 


In the world’s most perfectly matched clubs 


The new “*‘Cushion-neck"’ construction 
comes in Kro-Flite Registered Irons and 
Kro-Flite Related Irons. These clubs are 
so perfectly related in pitch, lie, weight, 
balanceand feel, that, whenswung through 
the arc of a stroke, they all feel exactly 
alike. With your eyes closed it is impos- 
sible to tell which club you are swinging, 
from driving iron to mashie-niblick. So, 
instead of struggling to perfect six to nine 
different swings, you need perfect only one. 
And that one is right for every Kro-Flite 
iron in the set. 


TWO WAYS TO BUY THEM 


You can buy a set of these New Spalding Irons com- 
wee or you can build up a perfectly matched set by 
uying one or two clubs at a time. 

Kro-Flite Registered Irons are sold only in sets— 
never separately. Spalding keeps a complete record of 
every club in these sets. Should aclub be lost or broken, 
it can be replaced with an exact duplicate at any time. 

Kro-Flite Registered Irons come in sets of six or 
nine. The set of six, with “‘Cushion-neck"’ steel 
shafts, costs $60. With hickory shafts, $50. The set 
of nine, with *‘Cushion-neck"’ steel shafts, costs $90. 
With hickory shafts, $75. The six-club set can be 
increased to nine at any time. 

Kro-Flite Related Irons come in two swinging 
weights indexed by ome (4) and two 44 
crows. You can buy them in sets, or you can busld up 
a perfectly matched set by buying one or two clubs at a 
time. 

Kro-Flite Related Irons with *‘Cushion-neck” steel 
shafts are $8 each. With hickory shafts, $6.50 each. 

The Registered Wood Set, hickory or steel shafted, 
consisting of twin Driver and Brassie, is $30. Spoon 
to match is $15. 

Let your Professional advise you and outfit you. 
Spalding Stores and Spalding Dealers can also supply 
yom. © 1929, A.G.S. & B. 





Many a truth is told on porches 
about radio sets. 

.-- and people learn more there 
about what’s good and what’s not 
than by all the advertising ever 
written. 

There’s where decisions to pur- 
chase Kolster Radio are made, 
decisions based on neighborly 
counsel. 


After all, it’s not to manufac- 
turers of radio that you should 
go for your facts, but to owners 
of radio. 

Ask any Kolster owner on your 
block or any block. 

Listen in to radio owners’ gossip 
in any town, any suburb, any city 
and in farming communities, 
too, and you will soon hear the 





sincere testimony, “ Yes, Kolster 
is a fine set.” 

What are you going to do about 
better radio in your home? 

Let any Kolster owner help you 
decide. 


Enjoy the Kolster Program ever) 
Wednesday evening at 10 P. M., East- 
ern Daylight Saving Time, over the 
nation-wide Columbia Chain. 


KOLS TER 


RADIO 


Copyright by Kolster Radio Corporation, 1929 
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FIsHERMAN: 


who was ‘lected President.” 


SMALL Sister: Let’s play that we're 
married. 

SmMaLt BrotHer: Naw—let’s play 
football and then we won't get bunged 
up so much. 


If you tell the modern girl her hair 
looks like a broom, she doesn’t know 
what you mean. 


Then there was the Scotchman who 
threw a party at the Penny Arcade. 


Gettin’ discouraged, Joe? 
“Nope. I’m just goin’ to shore to see 


Cradle Talk 


Morner: Elinor! Do you know 
what happens to little girls who don’t 
tell the truth? 

Davucnter: Yes, Mother. They 
have their books picked by the Book 
of the Month club. 


“What I want to see,” said the girl 
who didn’t receive even honorable 
mention at the beauty contest, “is a 
group photograph of the judges’ 
wives.” 


Feminine knees can’t join 
the navy, but they sure do see 


the world. a 


About the only way 
you can make a dollar 
go any distance at all, in 
these expensive days, is 
to buy a golf ball with it. 











( 
If a dog bites a man, | 
<A oe . \ 
it isn’t news. But if you X 
hear of a man biting a 
dog it’s us and the dog’s ne N % 
a pekingese. 


It’s easy to imagine a 
mother frankfurter saying 
to its young as the Graf 
Zeppelin passes over, “It 
didn’t smoke when it was 
your age.” 


The advantage of 
a rumble seat and 


a fat wife. 


He: Would you like a small 
diamond or a large rhinestone? 

Sue: Yes, I'd love them, 
George. 





th 










And of Course You’ve Heard 
the New Drinking Song: 
“Lily cup back to me.” 


The champion 
standing, 













SOUTHERN CALIFORNIAN (home from 
a vacation trip out of the state): Ahhh! 
Doesn’t the old bus ride nice, now that 
we've got the tires filled again with this 
wonderful Los Angeles air! 


Mavce: Don’t you hate a man who 
makes you conspicuous in public? 

Mae: Yes, only last night I rode 
the top of the bus with one who didn’t 
put his arm around me. 


SUGGESTION For A YounG Man Out 
or Cottece: If you can think of a 
new slogan you can start a cigarette 
factory, if you can get some tobacco or 
something. 


Gowp-Diccer’s Version: Every rock 


is a boost. 


Some people are so serious minded 
they laugh at comic strips. 





who 
sitting 
knife dive got all balled up. 


tried the 
standing, jack- 
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Truck Driver: Say, Bill, what's 
good for a pain in the neck? 































































































































































































Life 


Short Stories of Life 


The Speedy Waiter 


By Benny Benson 


AITER! Oh, waiter!” 
“Yes, sir?” 
“Bacon, buttered toast and 
coffee.” 

“Yes, sir. Bacon, buttertust, scoftee, 
sir.” 

“And waiter—hurry it up. 
to catch a train,” 

“Yes, sir. Gotta catcha train, sir.” 

“I've got to catch two trains.” 

“Yes, sir. Gotta catcha two train, 
sir.” 

The waiter dashed madly through 
the swinging doors at the far end of 
the spacious hotel dining room. The 
customer, a portly gent from Portland, 
settled back with the morning paper 
and chuckled. Leave it to him; he 
knew how to get speedy service. 

Even now in that unexplored region, 
shut off from the dining room and 
the rest of the bright world by the 
swinging doors, the waiter was all 
atwitter. 

“Bacon, buttertust, scoffee,” he read 
aloud from his order pad. He looked 
about him, grabbed his hat and jumped 
through a window. 

A fire wagon passed. 


I’ve got 


The waiter 


swung aboard and a few seconds later 
dropped off at the Grand Central Sta- 
tion. Breathless, he climbed to the 
observation platform of the last sec- 
tion of a fast train for Chicago. 

The change at Chicago was made 
without mishap, and the waiter was 
soon settled comfortably in a peaceful 
little mid-western farming center. 

He bought some pigs. The farm 
he leased was fertile and the wheat 
sprouted well. One day, as he passed 
through a nearby village, a girl no- 
ticed him and married him. 

She was a lovely bride, yellow hair, 
blue eyes, a snub nose, freckles on her 
face and a mole on her left shoulder. 
When the children arrived they adored 
her. There are women who are 
meant to be mothers. 

“Feed the hogs well,” the waiter 
would say to the children, who sang at 
their daily chores. “There is a cus- 
tomer sitting at a table back in New 
York waiting for your father to bring 
home the bacon.” 

The littke woman had taught the 
waiter to speak good English. 

One bright morning she asked him 
if he would chase himself up to the 
attic and bring down an old 
trunk. 

“I haven’t time,” said the 
waiter. “I’m going fishing.” 

She said, “Put down that 


The waiter grabbed his hat and jumped 


through a window. 


fishing pole and go grab a handful of 
that trunk in the attic, you lazy bum.” 

So he went to fetch the trunk. His 
foot slipped on the narrow stairs and 
he dropped the trunk on the little 
woman’s foot. She threw it at him. 
He caught it and tossed it back at her. 
She missed. The trunk hit her in the 
head and smashed open. Out rolled 
an order pad, yellow and faded with 
age. 

“Ah!” exclaimed the waiter. “I'll 
check up and see how I am getting 
along with this order.” 

“Bacon,” he read. 

He went to look at the hogs. They 
were fat and ready for the butcher. 

“Buttered toast.” 

Just that morning he had sent some 
wheat to the mill to be ground into 
flour. 

“Coffee,” he read. “Coffee?” 

Quickly, the waiter summoned his 
eldest son to his side. “Eldest son,” 
he cried, “you must hasten thither in 
search of coffee.” 

The son, an obedient lad and fond 
of travel, hastened. 

The waiter returned to New York 
with a hog under one arm and a sack 


(Continued on Page 38) 








Visitor: What a bright little girl! 


Can you spell “cat?” 
No, but I can spell “alimony.” 


Little Rambles With 
Serious Thinkers 


If I were running the world I 
should have it rain only between two 
and five a. M. Anyone who was out 
that late ought to get wet. 

—Wiailliam Lyon Phelps. 


Being a mother is just about the 
last job in the world which I would 
choose to take. —Heywood Broun. 


Make your home a night club. 
—Texas Guinan. 


Love and struggle in a bungalow is 
worth more than luxury without love 
in a mansion. -Will Durant. 


The bootlegger is in business for 
gain, and the gain results because there 
are those who are willing to buy. 

—Attorney General Mitchell. 


Drinking in America has tremen- 
dously lessened since the advent of 
prohibition. 

— Senator Sheppard, of Texas. 


ArcH Optimist: The movie 
fan who started studying Swedish 
because some day he hoped to 
marry Greta Garbo. 


Mamie: Gosh, I wish I knew 
how to reduce! 

Myrtte: Why not marry a 
Scotchman? 


Sh-h-h! Ye idiot! 
Folks can’t 
sleep! 
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It would be too bad if cpp meno meee it. Look out, you came very 
doctors followed the drug- wi ig bad a : '  mear cutting your hand severely 
gists’ example and said, Bi. __ Ct ae with that can opener. What's the 
“IT can’t cure what you oa + ' Pine special attraction outside; don’t 
have, but I can cure some- - fou , = is you realize that you can’t look 
thing just as good.” b=? of. te Bs PK out the window and _ scramble 

72 : AEE . eggs at the same time? For 
pity’s sake, are you blind? Look 
at that oven thermometer over 
fifty degrees too high. Why 
don’t you turn off those jets 
when you have nothing cooking 
over them? No wonder the gas 
bill runs over ten dollars every 
month. Holy smokes, turn that 
meat over before it burns to a 
crisp. I don’t believe you would 
ever get a meal ready if I didn’t 
come out here and help you. 

—McKee Thomson. 





Hubby Goes Into the Kitchen 
and Does Some Backseat 


Driving 


What's the trouble, anyhow, aren't 
you going to get any dinner tonight? 
You sure are getting a late start. 
Watch out there, can’t you see you 
have the gas turned too high? Why 
don’t you put some water in that tea- 
kettle or else take it off the fire? Hey, B Dm th 
you, don’t shake that sifter so hard, LOTTO: m th 
you are getting flour all over the floor. Fuller brush 
My goodness, alive, that bread won't man. 
be fit to eat if you put all that salt in 
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“Dear me, Mrs. Tubbs, what will these young folks be trying next?” 




















CIMMARON, Kan.—Mr. and Mrs. 
L. Wilkerson, eighty-seven and eighty 
respectively, go to jail to serve a sen- 
tence for possessing liquor. The aged 
woman's chief concern is for the tur- 
keys and chickens, but their children 
agree to look after their parents’ farm 
until the jail term is completed. 


BOSTON—Mrs. J. J. Storrow, chair- 
man of the Better Homes committee, 
objects to the terms “housekeeper” 
and “housewife.” She suggests “home 
hostess” and “budget keeper.” How 
about “bridge player?” 


ITHACA—Dr. Papez’s study of the 
brain of Prof. Wilder, late of Cornell, 
explains the latter’s fanatical anti- 
smoking crusading. His olfactory cen- 
ter was atrophied, making it impos- 
sible for him to appreciate tobacco. 


COLORADO SPRINGS—Bill Wil- 
liams of Rio Hondo, Texas, has started 
on his twenty-six days’ task of push- 
ing a peanut up Pike’s Peak with his 
nose. Bill lost an election bet, and 
now with pads on his knees and a 
two-foot wire “pusher” on his nose, 


he’s at the job of paying his bet. 


DETROIT, Mich.—William Hurley 
of Rochester, N. Y., arrested for de- 
stroying a fence around the High 
School building while on a spree, 
broke down and said he would be 
ruined professionally, if he was sen- 
tenced for such a low-grade crime. 
He begged to be sent to the peniten- 
tiary for a major crime, as all his 
previous sentences had been for vio- 
lence. His request was granted when 
he proved that he had broken into a 
postoffice at Camden, Mich. 


CHICAGO, Ill.—Three children of 
Douglas Bussie appeared before Judge 
Horner, asking that their father be 
restrained from “squandering his for- 
tune in the courtship of a young 
woman.” Father is eighty-four, and 
the children are all over fifty. The 
Judge ruled that there is no age limit 
to love. 


TOMS RIVER, N. J.—The Rev. Ira 
E. Hicks declared from the pulpit, 
“This town is defiled with sin,” be- 
cause a seventeen-year-old boy kissed 
a girl in a high-school play. “There 
was also card playing,” he added, “a 
thing offensive to all Evangelical Prot- 
estants.” 


NEW YORK CITY—C. Harold 
Smith, known as “The Carbon King,” 
offers $1,000 for the best suggestion 
as to the disposal of his fortune of 
$15,000,000. Believing that philan- 
thropy is opposed to nature’s law of 
the survival of the fittest, he has con- 
scientious scruples about leaving his 
money to charity. 


NEW YORK—Chick Gum, Chi- 
nese cook, ambitiously attempted to 
learn flapjack making in a cafeteria. 
He flipped up the first flapjack so in- 
expertly, that it landed in his open 
shirt, burning him so severely that 
he was taken to a hospital. 


PATERSON, N. J.—It cost Joseph 
Liptrot $27.50 to kiss his wife. The 
Liptrots drove into town, stopped 
and Liptrot leaned over and gave his 
wife a kiss, just as Officer Barrow 
came along and arrested him for 
“causing a public nuisance by parking 
after dark.” Liptrot had no trouble 
proving that his wife was his wife, 
but Recorder Hughes fined him 
anyway. 


TRENTON—Meyer Pearl at sixty 
had never ridden in an automobile. 
When he went on his first ride the 
other day the machine was struck 
by a Pennsylvania train, but no one 
was injured. Pearl says his first ride 
is his last. 


CHICAGO —Thirty millionaire 
commuters from Lake Forest have 
hired a special club car for the daily 
round trip, with a handpicked porter 
to attend to their comfort and serve 
buffet lunches. It will cost them 
$15,000 a year extra. 


HAVERHILL, Mass.—To learn 
what prisoners like to read, Byron W. 
Fuller, assistant librarian, will volun- 
tarily serve a year behind the bars. 
Most of them probably get Lirt. 


CHICAGO, IIl.—Little Chicagoans 
know their bandits. John Carrol 
took his three little daughters to the 
drug store for a treat. “Come,” said 
Mr. Carrol, after they had finished 
their sodas, “now we'll start home.” 
“IT think we'd better wait till that man 
gets through holding up the cashier,” 
said eight-year-old Helen. Sure enough, 
papa saw, and the children waited 
quietly until the robber departed with 
$800. 


SAGA, Pa.—When Walter E. Cole- 
man, truckman, found that a load of 
household goods he was moving was 
in flames he didn’t stop to hunt up a 
fire-alarm box or to telephone to the 
fire station in Waverly across the New 
York state line from here, but stepped 
on the gas and took the fire to a fire 
station a quarter of a mile away, where 
the flames were extinguished with 
chemicals. 


ATLANTIC CITY—Emptying a 
can of red paint over a husband while 
he is in the bathtub constitutes ground 
for divorce, in the opinion of Vice- 


Chancellor Ingersoll. He recommend- 
ed today that a divorce be granted 
Granville H. Steelman, local insurance 
man. In addition to the paint episode, 
Steelman asserted that his wife Ger- 
trude, once threw a whole dinner, in- 
cluding pots and pans, at him. 


CHICAGO—Under the will of their 
uncle, Thomas A. Kelly, filed in Cali- 
fornia, his nieces, Sybil Sterling and 
Iris MacPherson of Chicago, must roll 
dice for the possession of his $2,400 
diamond ring. 








convinced through vanity that the lat. 
ter should no more be hid under a 
bang than a light under a bushel, al- 
beit its exposure will neither perfect 
my French nor reduce my taxes, 
The morning gone in a pleasant 
reception of what Sam does mean- 

ly call anniversary loot, and then 

to luncheon at an inn with 

Effie Goings where, 

with the complete 

liberty of the menu 

so long yearned 

for, I did meek- 

ly order a vege- 

(Continued on 

















May 16—Awake betimes, 
. pondering various things in 
Pre ol life which pce Fn are 
overrated, such as wild rice 
and blind idealism, and then, suddenly 
mindful that it was my birthday, to 
the telephone to inquire of Dr. Scott 
if I might quit my regimen for 
twenty-four hours, and he did give me 
leave, so back to dream of caviar, hollan- 
daise sauce and fresh strawberry ice cream 
until my breakfast tray did come, 
and on it was a sizable cheque 
from Samuel, which pleased me 
mightily, for now I can buy the 
blue fox scarf, on which I 
have set my heart, without 
trembling for my solvency. 
Indulged also in some 
introspection anent 


“Hey! You! Conductor, you carried 7 
me a block past my corner!” Y) 


cM 
the date, carefully weighing the \\ 
advisability of altering my per- 
sonality and temperament, both 
of which I do deem in need of 
repair, but, foras- 
‘ TE; much as I could not de- 
eee SS ans ce ep i cide whether to become — 
ee Sen ne ate ou - extremely spiritual or to culti- 
sosen cea S ae a vate a pronounced English ac- 
VD Z cent, pitched on wearing my hair 
in an entirely different fashion, so up 
and brushed it straight back from my 
forehead to show my widow's peak, 


“This may look easy, big 
boy, but in this business 
yo’ gotta use yo’ haid!”’ 








Letters of a Modern Father 


My Dear Son: 

Returning to the office after trying 
for two days and a night to locate five 
carloads of brick that are lost 
somewhere between here and that 
schoolhouse job at Ishpeming, I 
find your letter saying that in- 
stead of coming home from 
college for vacation you de- 
sire to lose yourself in the \ / 
wilds and learn to know 
your own soul. Before 
I go out to see why the 
cars on Spur Track ,/ 

No. 3 aren’t being 
loaded, I will take 
time to say go ‘| 
ahead and do it. 

But I insist 


job of losing. Your sister Francie 
has just left her husband again and 
will be home in two weeks with her 
children, so we will be needing your 
room. 
Just now I enjoy picturing you in 
the rude cabin you mention. It 
can’t be too rude for me. 
You say you crave to live on 
berries and fruit plucked by the 
roadside and walk beneath the maj- 
esty of the stars. I understand how 
you feel. You should have 
seen the stars last night, hang- 
ing low and mysterious over 
the classification yards out 
side of Detroit when I almost 
found those five cars of brick. 

I am a little puzzled by one 
thing in your letter. I do ; 
not see what you want with % 

eight hundred dollars in the is 


wilds. But I haven’t time 7, 


J \é 
to argue. I am putting in oN 
- putting fe 





the check on 
condition that 
you will not 
find yourself A 
before Labor 
Day. 
Your Affec- 
Assent MINDED tionate Father, 
Painter: What! No —McCready 
house? There's Huston. 
something funny go- 
ing on around here! 











You'll find sympathy in 
the dictionary, and everything 
else in the drug store. 


Sunpay ScHoot Teacuer: What are > ‘2 ‘ The contortionist’ s 
killed Samson? QO Ser og: wife makes sure he 
Wiue: Falling arches. ¥ won't forget her errand. 
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The Letters of a Modern 
Father 


My Dear Daughter: 

Your idea about you and your new 
husband separating and setting up in- 
dependent establishments is fine and | 
would say go ahead, except for one 
drawback. I can’t afford it. Your 
pen must have slipped when you wrote 
of two independent homes; what you 
meant was dependent. When Wilfrid 
and you were married, I agreed to 
support him in the manner to which 
you had been accustomed by your two 
earlier husbands; but what I had in 
mind was an old-fashioned home with 
a single overhead. 

I notice you say in your letter that 
so many famous writers and artists 
find their souls demand separate apart- 


BURGLAR: 














aos 





MopEL: 
all right? 
Fetter: 
lady—I'm just 
janitor. 


Don’t be alarmed, folks—it’s just me bride. 
satisfy herself that I really put in me nights burglin’. 






Is this pose 


dunno 


the 





ments. You do not explain what that 
has to do with you and Wilfrid. As 
a matter of fact, your soul and his 
could expand in the kitchen of a din. 
ing car during the second call to 
luncheon. 

I try to be a good father. You 
used to say that heaven gave you Wil- 
frid, but you knew perfectly well it 
was me all the time. But I won’ 
maintain him apart from you. Be. 
sides, I am going to have some ex 
traordinary expense. Your brother 
Sheridan writes from college that he 
is engaged to a girl who is specializing 
in English. He says they like the 
same things. 

So you and Wilfrid be good chil- 
dren, at least until I see what those 
things are going to cost me. 

Your Affectionate Father, 
—McCready Huston. 


One cause of divorce is that after a 
man marries he can’t support a boot- 
legger in the style to which the boot- 
legger has been accustomed. 


“Waiter, bring me an order of mov- 
ing-picture tea.” 

“What's that, lady?” 

“Just tea and cinema toast.” 


Sounds Like It, Anyway 


It’s an ill wind that blows most saxo- 
phones. 





She wants to 





The Globe Trotter 
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Consternation of the aesthetic young wife 
after designing a perfect color scheme, 











Scott Shots 


Prohibition song—Just me and the 
man with the moon. 


An important bank president is usu- 
ally simple and straightforward in 
everything but his signature. 


According to the advertisements— 
A cigarette a day keeps the doctor 
away. 


A woman’s hands are wonderfully 
expressive—but not when she’s driv- 
ing the car ahead of you. 


Dead languages—Greek, Latin and 
The King’s English. 


Dry AcEentT’s Maximt—SHooT 
WomeEN AND CHILDREN First. 


There are some men so _ insignifi- 
cant that they are not even known by 
their speakeasy proprietors. 


And there are people in Chicago 
who are so poor they don’t know 
where the next bullet is coming from. 


“Why not?” 


Life 25 


Can you think of a Title 


for this Picture? 


Ist Prize $500 
2nd Prize $250 
3rd Prize $100 
4th to 9th Prizes 
$25 Each 
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Shakespeare modernized—All the 
world’s a nightclub, and all the men 
and women merely suckers. 


Ideal installment plan—A_ dollar 
down and a dollar whenever you think 
of it. 


Definition of an actor—A man who 
tries to be everything but himself. 


Hollywood studios are cutting down 
on their staffs. The way of the yesser 
is hard. —W. W. Scott. 
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Lord Shave Us! 


VEN the barbers have gone 
kK modern! . . . in the New York 

Central building you will find 
a tonsorial parlor, conducted by 
M’sieu de Zemler, which is the last 
word in hirsute histrionics . . . and 
the last word literally, as not one of 
the smocked artists of the chair asks 
you if you wouldn't like a_ face 
massage, hair-tonic, singe, shampoo, 
etc., etc....in fact they are very 
aloof and take their art very seriously. 


Barberic Relics 


M. Zemler has on exhibition a very 
interesting collection of Eighteenth 
Century barber’s implements . . . in 
those good old days the barbers were 
also doctors and cured everything, 
from Fallen Arches to Mumps, with 
the Bleeder . . . this is a small brass 
box-like affair containing six small 
knives in slots held by a strong spring 
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. when pressed against the flesh 
the spring is released and the knives 
make six nice gashes in your epider- 
mis, the idea being to let out blood 

. how we have progressed! .. . I 
do the very same thing every morning 
with a safety razor! 


But Is It Art? 


Why is it Barber Shops are con- 
sidered such low places when they 
are patronized by our best people 
and why should the profession of 
barber be held in such low esteem? 

. he can become just as expert in 
his craft as the sculptor with his chisel, 
or the artist with his brush . . . he 
moulds the heads containing the best 
brains in the world . . . he is the des- 
tiny that shapes our upper ends yet 
he has been maligned for years . 
I'll bet that if the Barber’s Society put 
on a show it would be much more 
gentlemanly, say, than the TIIlustra- 
tor’s . . . let us give the knight of the 
Razor his due ... three shears for 
the barber! . . . Our hats off to him! 
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Big Operators! 


RUE 


Last week I had occasion to visit 
the Custom House where I tried to 
convince the Income tax inspector that 
the item of $600 for typewriters on 
my 1927 tax was due to the fact that 
I wore out a typewriter a month... 
being in the neighborhood of the 
great financial giants I decided to call 
on a broker friend of mine and see if 
money was any easier . . . the switch- 
board girl informed me that my friend 
wasn’t in but that I would find him in 
Room 707... The door of Room 
707 bore the sign L. BOW & CO. 
INVESTMENT BROKERS... im 
agine my surprise when I was ushered 
in to find a beautiful mahogany bar 
and all the accessories! ... in the 
center of the room was a ticker around 
which were gathered several big op- 
erators sipping highballs and studying 
the market! . . . among them I found 
my friend and he very generously 
quit work and took me on a_per- 
sonally conducted tour of Wall street 

. why in one building alone we dis- 
covered six speakeasies! 


Put me among the Girls! 
The Woman's Exchange. 
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The Futuristic 
Barber Shop 

New York Central 
Building. 


The Ladies, Bless “em! 


Another friend of mine (well, he 
was one) took me out to lunch last 
week ... he said that he was going 
to show me a new place and without 
warning walked me into the Woman's 
Exchange! . . . Brothers, if you want 
to feel unnecessary just sit in the 
middle of six thousand females and 
eat date salad! 


Do De Oh Deauville! 


Basil Woon has written a _ book 
called “From Deauville to Monte 
Carlo” in which he follows a crowd of 
dirty stay-outs through all the famous 
“watering” places of Europe 
and incidentally makes us Man- 
hattan Rounders feel like a 
bunch of suburbanites . . . be- 
low is listed his daily schedule | 


for Deauville... after you 


have followed this religiously, or \4 ? 


rather, irreligiously, for three 
weeks, the idea is to dash on to 
Le Touget for the same program, 
then to Biarritz, to Monte Carlo 
and on, on ad infinitum! 
8:00 a.m. Canter down the sands. 
g:00A.M. First  snifter—Ciro’s 
Bar. 
10:00 A.M. Hot bath. 
10:30 A.M. To noon. Sleep. 
12:30 P.M. Cocktail—Beach Bar. 
12:45 P.M. Cocktail—Beach Bar. 
1:00 P.M. Cocktail—Beach Bar. 


t:10P.M. Dip in ocean. 








Cocktail—Beach Bar. 
Hotel—Dress for 
lunch. 

Cocktail at Ciro’s. 
Lunch at Normandy. 
Races. 

Cocktail at Cheri’s. 
Polo. Tea. 

Cocktail at Luigi's. 
Baccarat rooms. 

Dress for dinner. 
Cocktail at Ciro’s. 
Dinner at Casino. 
Baccarat. 

Supper at Ambassa- 
deurs. 

Baccarat. 





3:45 4.M. Cocktail at Baccarat 
Bar. 

5:00A.M. Champagne at Bac- 
carat Bar. 

5:304.M. Ham and eggs at 
Luigi's. 

7:30a.M. Change to breeches. 

8:00 a.M. Canter down the sands. 


Endurance Contest 


The Dance Marathon suggests a 
brand new contest in which I know 
most of our little readers would be 
interested . . . Let some big syndicate 
rent Madison Square Garden and give 
a prize to the husband who can stay 
away from home the longest .. 
furnish hostesses for the hubbies to 
dance with ... place a strong wire 
fence around the dance floor... 
can’t you picture the irate wives with 
faces pressed against the partition beg 
ging their better halves to come home, 
or vice versa ... can’t you see little 
tots with their arms stretched plead- 
ingly through the netting crying 
“Daddy, come home” and daddy yell 
ing over his shoulder “Not yet, Child, 
I’m out to win the ten thousand dollar 
prize!” ... But, no, I’m afraid the 
idea isn’t practical... Madison 
Square Garden wouldn't be big 
enough! But the wives might like 
the idea at that... they could do 
their dancing at Rudy Vallee’s em 
porium or any place they wished and 
they would know just where their 
hubbies were all the time. 


Money is much easier now! 
Big operators operating in Wall Street. 
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YSTERY plays are my the- 

atrical dish. I am one of 

those neurotic nit-wits who 
sits taut on the edge of the seat wait 
ing in goggle-eyed expectancy for the 
eerie shriek from an upper box, or for 
the solemn butler with — side-wheel 
whiskers to be unhanded as the arch- 
villain. 

Some years ago in a tense moment 
at a hair-raiser, a mild mannered man 
in the adjoining seat, who was part 
of the cast, suddenly whipped out a 
revolver and fired point blank at the 
stage. And my reflexes have never 
been the same. 

He doesn’t know it but that’s why, 
for no reason at all, I often begin to 
cry on the street, or at dinner parties. 

There was a promise we would all 
be scared silly at “The Jade God.” 
Consequently I had my goose pimples 
set for another coming out party—all 
dressed up for a graceful swoon in 
the aisle. 

But “The Jade God” was about as 
exciting as a Sunday afternoon game 
of tit-tat-to with Aunt Het. It em- 
ployed all the shuddery abracadabra 
—the trap door, the unwashable blood 
stain, the spooky cottage, the mys- 
terious Malay kris, the evil eye and 
such but they refused to jell. 

The curtain rose on a chorus of 
soprano shouts. They had just found 
John Millicent dead at his desk in the 
study of an out of way Sussex home— 
his throat mysteriously slit with a kris. 

Col. Millicent had been colonizing 
in the East and had no more gumption 
than to swipe a fool jade god out of 
a temple and bring it back to his 


*You will now 
tell the audience 
why the Scotch- 77 
man fainted ?” 


“Indeed 1 shall. 
He caught his 
DO wife polishin 
his pocket 
with vanishing 
cream.” 


HOLD 
EVERY THING” 
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quiet country side. Anyone who has 
read British novels knows that when 
you hook one of these hoodinkuses 
you find yourself chin-deep in a 
creepy plot. 

Home will never be the same. Scrof- 
ulous old wall pictures will begin to 
talk. The gardener will see “hants” 
Charlestoning in the south meadow. 
Faces, the sickly white of a flounder’s 
belly, peer through curtains and the 
next thing you know you are talk- 
ing to some itinerant peddler and all 
of a sudden find yourself hypnotized 


“What do you 
mean she , 
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and following his finger around bab- 
bling like a nut. 

Anyone who steals a brass god is 
a sucker. But when you steal a jade 
god you might as well make your will, 
get your house in order and put on 
your Sunday suit for you are going 
to be found croaked feet up in the 
library. If you must have a squat god 
around, go down to Vantine’s base- 
ment—ask for Mr. Funicken and tell 
him I sent you—and buy one, but 
never steal them. 

Well, after John Millicent was 
buried a young English novelist in 
love with Millicent’s daughter moves 
into the house to solve the mystery, 
and does he get into a jam? Ask me? 
Ask me? Several times, if he hadn’t 
been watching sharp he would have 
been jabbed to the hilt with a poisoned 
needle. As it was he got himself into a 
cataleptic seizure and nearly did a 
brodie off atable. He surely was a case. 


I don’t know how it came out for 
I didn’t stick around for the last 


shiver, but someone told me there was 
a monkey mixed up in it. There 
would be. It was that kind of a play, 
And yet in the cast was one of the best 
actresses on the stage—Margaret Wych- 
erly. Poor lady! I lost track, thank 
Heaven, of the plot pitying her. 

But the most pathetic exhibition of 
this or any other season was “Pansy” 
billed as “An All-Colored Novelty.” 
One of the great troubles with these 
colored shows is they are not colored 
at all. They have bleached white. 
Even the comedians must don burnt 
cork. But “Pansy” had more than 
that the matter with it. 


This tomato was sponsored by a 
saddle-colored gentleman named 
Maceo Pinkard. And we double dare 
Octavus Roy Cohen to think up a bet- 
ter name for his fictional dingies. It 
was the most stupid presentation of 
amateur talent ever unfolded. We 
used to give better ones in Karl Hall’s 
barn for five pins. 

It is no trick to pan such a_per- 
formance but it seems cruel to do so. 
After all to Mr. Pinkard, his opus was 
The Great Dream—a show on Broad- 
way. His forlorn high-yellows did 
their best. 


The moth eaten scenery and out- 
moded costumes did not cost much 
but likely to him represented a for- 
tune, and I steeled myself for the ago- 
nizing travail of remaining for the 
finish, too chicken-hearted to depart 
with most of the house at the first 
intermission. 

There probably never was such a 
complete and devastating flop—I still 
hear it—in the history of the Rialto. 


, “No maam. 
Ah kin drink 
i beer Me 


“MESSIN’ 
, AROUND” 
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“Madame X” 


HE excellence of this picture 
establishes Lionel Barrymore as 
one of our most promising di- 
rectors of dialog films and assures 
Ruth Chatterton a permanent place in 
the firmament of talkie stars. And what 
a satisfaction it must be to 
Miss Chatterton and other 
former Broadway stars to 
know that their dramatic ef- 
forts, which not so long ago 
were witnessed only by thea- 
tre goers in a few of the 
larger cities, are now enjoyed 
(owing to the much abused 
talkies) by patrons of the 
drama throughout the land. 
Although Miss Chatterton’s 
work is satisfactory through- 
out the picture, she is far 
more impressive as Madame 
X, woman of the streets, than 
as Madame Floriot, gentle- 
woman. Miss Chatterton’s 
voice is a trifle irritating when 
she delivers the lines of 
Madame Floriot in her best 
academic diction, but when 
she starts on the road to the 
gutter and becomes a bit less 
particular about her broad- 
d'ing her performance is ut- 
terly convincing. But then, 
perhaps we were not in a par- 
ticularly refined mood that 
evening, because after con- 
sidering all of the situations 
in the picture, and you may 
be sure there are a number 
of unusual dramatic quality, 
we left the theatre with the 
definite impression that the 
most entertaining scene was 
a pantomime between the 
owner of a hotel in Buenos Aires and 
his servant. The action is augmented 
by a few lines of Spanish, but you may 
be assured that you do not have to 
be a student of languages to get the 
gist of the discussion. 
Another high spot in the film (and 
one we hope the censors will allow 
you to see and hear) is the following 


toast proposed by a gentleman while 
holding a glass of wine in his hand: 
“To our dear France, whose people 
are allowed to have what they choose.” 
You may find the reaction of the au- 
dience to this speech quite interesting. 

The story, based on the well known 
play by Alexandre Bisson, is not a 








Pup: If they'd only bank these turns 
a fellow could get up some speed. 


cheerful thing. A man whose sense 
of justice is not tempered with mercy 
drives his wife into the streets, and, 
weighted down by her husband’s bit- 
ter condemnation, the woman sinks 
to the depths. Through all her sor- 
did experiences she retains a hopeless 
affection for her husband and son that 
causes her to murder her lover who 
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threatens to blackmail them. In the 
trial that follows she is defended by 
her son who is unaware of her iden- 
tity. The director has made no effort 
to sacrifice realism in the interest of 
the Pollyanna movie goers whose moral 
point of view does not permit them 
to admit that a woman may have a 
lover or two and still retain 
the instincts of a lady. 
In the cast supporting Miss 
Chatterton, the work of Lewis 
Stone is outstanding. The 
talkies strengthen our opin- 
ion that Mr. Stone is one 
of the finest and most sin- 
cere actors the screen has 
ever known. Ulrich Haupt, 
Holmes Herbert and Raymond 
Hackett complete a cast of 
unusual excellence, Mr. 
Haupt’s performance being 
especially commendable. 
“Madame X” is  recom- 
mended for all normal adults. 


“A Dangerous Woman" 


It is a tribute to Baclanova 
and Clive Brook that “A 
Dangerous Woman” is even 
fairly entertaining. In_ less 
expert hands this silly story 
might have been developed 
into one of the worst movies 
of the year. The plot is all 
about one of these here now 
oversexed women who are al- 
ways getting stuck away in 
some far-flung tropical spot 
where their fatal lure makes 
monkeys of every man who 
comes within luring distance. 

Baclanova is cast as a vig- 
orous Russian lady whose 
style is cramped by marriage 

British commissioner of 
a remote African post. Clive 
Brook, who plays the husband, 
tries to make his home pleasant 
by shaving every day and dressing 
for dinner every night, but all 
the while those wild drums beating 
out there in the African jungle re- 


to the 


(Continued on Page 37) 
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*Brotuers. Forty-eighth Street. $3.00—Sat. 
$3.85—Flappers adore the star Bert Lytell. 
And the drama is not hard to take. 

*®CouraceE. Ritz. 

done. 


$3.85—Mother love stuff well 


FreipurG Passion PLay. Hippodrome—One of 
those spectacle things Morris Gest imports, 
and then cries in the lobby over his losses. 


*Journey’s Env. Henry Miller. $3.00—Far the 


best drama of the year. 
WSrreet Scene. Playhouse. $3.00—Sat. $3.85 
It copped the Pulitzer prize. 


Tue PERFECT Charles Hopkins—A 
salty mystery. 


ALIBI. 


Tue Jape Gop. Cort—Reviewed in this issue. 


*®THe Came. THrovucn THE Neepre’s Eve. 
Martin Beck. $3.00—Sat. $3.85—The blonde 
Miriam Hopkins in good stuff here and 
there. 


*&Tue Love Duet. Ethel Barrymore. $3.85— 
The duel is between Louis Calhern and La 
Barrymore and a trifle hammy. 


Comedy 


*Birp iv Hanv. Morosco. $3.85—A night in 
an English inn as Drinkwater sees it. 

*&ConcRATuLATIONS.- National. $3.00—Henry 
Hull in a Rube drama experiment that 
elects him mayor of a whistle stop. Fair. 

*®Houway. Plymouth. 
stuff with Hope Williams. 
season hits. 


$3.85—Drawing room 
One of the 


Jonesy. Bijou. $3.00—Sat. $3.85—A_ boy 
home from college makes a madhouse of the 
peaceful home. Donald Meek is in it. 
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WKisitzer. Royale. $3.00—Sat. $3.85—Ed- 
ward G. Robinson gets a little fun and 
much philosophy out of pinochle. 


*Ler Us Be Gay. Little. $4.40—A sprightly 
comedy of Long Island manners. Fran- 
cine Larrimore is the star. 


WLittte Accwent. Ambassador. $3.00—Sat. 
$3.85—A conventional mixup over an un- 
wanted baby that has some chuckles. 

*®Mrs. Bumpsreap-Leicu. Klaw. $3.00—Mrs. 
Fiske reviving one of her best plays in her 
best form. You cannot ask for more. 


W&My Girt Frinay. 
but a little dull. 


Republic. $3.00—Daring 


Steppinc Out. Fulton—To be reviewed. 
*®Sxippinc. Bayes. 


$3.00—You can’t stop this 
one with sneers. 


Eye and Ear 


A NicuHr 
later. 


in Venice. Shubert—Reviewed 

®Biacxsirvs. Eltinge. $3.85—Sat. $4.40— 
No. 2 company still carries on. The original 
is at the Moulin Rouge. 

*®Fottow Turu. Chanin’s Forty-sixth 
$5.50—Sat. $6.60—Highly 
drags in spots. 
scene. 


Street. 
bespoke but 
But there’s always the locker 


®Hoitp Everyruinc. Broadhurst. 
Lahr, Nina Olivette 
all very melodious. 

*HELLO Dapvy. Erlanger. $4.40—Girls, music 
and Lew Fields in just so so stuff. 

*&Music 1n May. Casino. $5.50—A sugary sen- 
timental thing that is fine after a ride 
through Central Park in a low-neck hack. 

Hudson—Third 


$5.50—Bert 
and Ona Munson and 


Messin’ AROUND. rate all- 


colored revue. 


*See paragraphs below. 
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*PieasureE Bounp. Majestic. $5.50—Phil Baker 
exchanges nifties with a new plant in an 
upper box. First rate hodge podge. 


®Sprinc 1s Here. Alvin. $5.50—Master Hunter 
making eyes at the girl next door. Good 
tunes. 


Tue Granp Street Fouuiets. Booth—A stilted 


historical hocus-pocus and a few good imi- 
tations. Not so hot. 


*®Tue New Moon. Imperial. $5.50—Sat. $6.60 
—You'll likely go back a second time. 
Romantic operetta from old New Orleans, 


*&Tue Littte SHow. Music Box. $4.40—Sat. 
$5.50. The smartest revue in town featur- 
ing Clifton Webb and Fred Allen. 


*®Wuooree. New Amsterdam. $6.60—Eddic 
Cantor has made so much out of this one 
he is retiring, ha, ha, in 1930. 


Movies 


Mapame X. (Tatkie) Metro-Goldwyn—Re- 
viewed in this issue. 


A Dancerous Woman. (TatxkieE) Paramount 
—Reviewed in this issue. 


Tue Pacan. (Sounp) Metro-Goldwyn—En- 
tertaining South Sea stuff with Ramon 
Novarro going through the motions of sing 
ing the theme song. If he does the singing 
his voice is not as good as advertised. 


Tue Seuatt. (Tarkie) First National Vita 
phone—Appropriately titled. One of the 
very bad ones. 


But_poc DrumMMonb. (Tackre) Samuel Gold 
wyn—See it by all means. Ronald Colman 
is one of the best speaking performers. 


(Continued on Page 32) 


Lite’s Vicket Service 


HOW LIFE READERS CAN GET GOOD 
ORCHESTRA SEATS AT BOX OFFICE 
PRICES 


*%We render this service without profit sole- 
ly in the interest of our readers. 

If you are going to be in New York, 
Lire’s Ticket Service will not only save you 
money but an extra trip to the box-office. 

*Good 
above indicated by stars and at prices noted. 

All tickets reach Lire 
Office at least seven days before date of per- 
formance. Check for exact amount must be 
attached to each Purchase Order. 


seats are available for attractions 


orders for must 


Receipt will be sent to purchaser by return 
mail. This must be presented at the box office 
on the evening of the performance. 


IN ORDER TO KEEP TICKETS OUT OF 
THE HANDS OF TICKET SCALPERS 


598 Madison Ave., New York City 


‘WPurchase Order : 


Dear Life: I want seats for the following: 





Name of Show 




















Check for $ 





SEATS WILL BE HELD AT THE BOX-OF 
FICE AND WILL NOT BE RELEASED UN 
TIL AFTER EIGHT O'CLOCK ON THE 
NIGHT OF THE PERFORMANCE. 


In selecting attractions, purchasers are asked 
to send two alternative choices of shows with 
each selection, in case Lire’s quota of seats 
for that performance is exhausted. Remit- 
tance will have to cover the cost of the highest 
priced seats asked for. Amy excess amount 
will be refunded. 


* * @ 

Lire will be glad to make appropriate s¢- 
lections for purchasers if they will indicate 
with order the type of show preferred and re- 
mit amount to cover prices. Amy excess 
amount will be refunded by return mail. 


NO ORDERS FOR SEATS TAKEN OVER 
THE TELEPHONE. 


No money refunded on orders without seven 
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THERE IS A QUALITY ABOUT IT 
EASY TO RECOGNIZE, BUT DIFFICULT TO DEFINE 


WHEN you see a Lincoln gliding 
along the avenue, or standing at 
rest before a well-known door, you 
may sense in it a quality which sets 
it apart, a little, in your mind—a 
quality which causes you to re- 
member it, and recall its image, 
long after the more immediate con- 
cerns of the day are disposed of 
and forgotten. 

That quality is not easy to define. 
You might look for it in the grace 
and balance of the car, its comfort, 
its smooth and effortless perform- 
ance. You might see it in the basic 
design and engineering, or the re- 
strained elegance of its appoint- 
ments. ... But as a matter of fact, 
it is from all these things collec- 
tively that the Lincoln derives its 
character. And the key-note of that 
character is sincerity. 

Sincerity. In this one word is 
summed up the whole principle of 
Lincoln construction. To build an 
automobile without compromise, 
without concession, in accordance 
with the highest ideals of efficacy 
and beauty ... that is the wish of 
the makers of the Lincoln . . . “as 
nearly perfect a motor car as it is 
possible to produce.” 


‘Sic oa a ae a Le cats 
THE TWO-WINDOW TOWN 
SEDAN 
A motor car of great individu- 
ality and restrained elegance, 
commodious yet smart. It is 
particularly convenient for 
city and suburban use. 


“AS NEARLY PERFECT A MOTOR CAR AS (IT IS POSSIBLE TO PRODUCE” 


THE LINCOLN 


——— ge in 

















CoguETTE. 





1800 conversations at once 


through a cable less than 3 inches thick 


An Advertisement of the 


American Telephone and Telegraph Company 


Tue earth beneath our great 

cities is crowded. Steam, gas, 

sewer and water-mains, com- 
pressed air pipes, pneumatic tube sys- 
tems, telephone and telegraph cables, 
light, power and rapid transit conduits 
lie so close together that any further 
additions create serious engineering 
problems. Yet the number of telephone 
calls that must flash through the under- 
ground arteries of great cities is 
steadily increasing. 

The challenge to the scientific minds 
of the Bell System was to find a way 
for more conversations in existing 
conduits. Fifteen years ago, the pride 
of the System was a cable containing 
nine hundred pairs of wires. Then by 
many improvements a cable of twelve 
hundred pairs was perfected. It was 


rightly considered a scientific 
triumph. 

Today, cables containing 
eighteen hundred pairs of wires are in 
service and these cables with every 
wire insulated are only two and five- 
eighths inches in diameter, one-half 
as large as the first nine hundred-pair 
cable. 

Eighteen hundred conversations at 
once—six hundred more than before 
—can now pulse through this two and 
five-eighths inches of cable. 

There is no standing still in the 
Bell System. Better and better tele- 
phone service at the lowest cost is 
the goal. Present improvements con- 
stantly going into effect are but the 
foundation for the greater service of 
the future. 
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Tue Desert Sonc. (Tarkie) Warner Brothers 
—A commendable effort in screening the first 
operetta in its entirety. John Boles gives a 
fine performance. 

SHow Boat. (TaLkie) Universal—Don't be- 
lieve the ads. It’s terrible. 

Tue Rarnsow Man. (TaLkie) Sono-Art—An 
entertaining tear-jerker. Frankie Darro 
gives a fine pertormance. 

(TaLkie) United Artists—Mary 

Pickford cuts off her curls, puts her rompers 
in storage and becomes an adult talkie star, 
You'll probably like her. 

Tue Sprre Marriace. (Sounp) Metro-Gold- 
wyn—Buster Keaton furnishes some hearty 
chuckles with the assistance of Dorothy Se. 
bastian and a set of false whiskers. 

Hearts in Dixie. (Tatkire) Fox—An excel- 
lent study of the Southern rural negro 
Good singing and a swell comedy per 
formance by Stepin Fetchit. 

Broapway Mexopy. (Take) Metro-Gold- 
wyn—Entertaining song-and-dance talkie. 
A triumph for Bessie Love. 

Tue Iron Mask. (Sounp) United Artists— 
The sequel to “The Three Musketeers”, but 
not quite as good. Two short talking se- 
quences by Doug Fairbanks for their adver- 
using value. 

Tue Fryinc Fieet. (Sounp) Metro-Goldwyn 
—Ramon Novarro shows how Annapolis 
graduates become flyers. Exceptional aero 
plane photography. 

THe Barker. (Tatxte) First National—A 
really good talking picture. Milton Sills 
supported by lots of sex-appeal. Recom 
mended for adults. 


Supper Clubs 


"Dressy. 


y. C Cover Charge. H Head Waiter. 

AmBassapor GRILL, Park Avenue at 51st. Nice 
quiet place to dance. *C.$1.50-2.00. 

Casanova, 151 West 54th. Great hang-out 
Root now open. C.$3.00. 

Crus Praza, Plaza Hotel. Nice place. Popular 
at Tea Dances. 

Lipo, 7th Ave. at 52nd. Very Park Avenue. 
*C.$5.00. H.Cabiati. 

MonrMartE, 205 West 50. Oldest supper 
club in town and still popular. C.3.00. 
H.Charlie. 

Mocapor, 51st St. East of B'way. Nice place. 
C.$3.00. 

Renpezvous, Winter Garden Theatre. Clay- 
ton, Jackson and Durante, the funniest 
birds in town. C.$3.00-4.00. H.Leon. 
Regis Hotel. 

*C.$1.50-3.00. 


SEAGLADE, St. 
speaking. 


Vincent Lopez 
H.Charles. 


Dance Numbers 
(Sheet Music) 


“Or What Have You” (Little Show) 
“Moanin’ Low” (Little Show) 

“Hut in Hoboken” (Little Show) 

“Song in My Heart” (Spring is Here) 
“Yours Sincerely” (Spring is Here) 

“Button Up Your Overcoat” (Follow Thru) 
“I Want To Be Bad” (Follow Thru) 

“When My Dreams Come True” (No show) 





But, being a law-abiding citizen, he prompt- 
ly smashed it. 


While digging the cellar for his new house 
John J. Jiblets unearthed a bottle of rare wine, 
a hundred years old. 


“Baby’s Awake Now” (Spring is Here) 
(Continued on Page 36) 
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No “Whispering Campaign”... . 
can withstand the light of this truth: Lucky Strikes are made from the finest of 
fine tobaccos—the cream of the crop. Lucky Strikes alone are toasted because 
toasting is a secret process. 20,679% physicians definitely state that toasting 
removes impurities. Then, too, it adds to the flavor and prevents throat irrita- 
tion. Therefore, without fear of contradiction, we can say truthfully: 
“No cigarette, regardless of price, is as good as Luckies whether manu- 
factured by The American Tobacco Company or by any other company.” 


* The figures quoted have 

been checked and certified to Dat 
by LYBRAND, ROSS BROS. (SIGNED) 
AND MONTGOMERY, Account- 


ants and Auditors. 


“It’s toasted” 


No Throat Irritation- 
No Cough. 


The Lucky Strike Dance Orchestra will continue every 
Saturday night in a coast to coast radio hook-up over 
the N. B. C. network. 








President, 
The American Tobacco Company, Incorporated 














To maintain a slender 
figure, no one can deny 
the truth of the advice: 


“REACH FOR A LUCKY 
INSTEAD OF A SWEET.” 
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An aeroplane built for an American 
millionaire contains a bathroom. An 
excellent shower may be obtained by 
the occupant of the bath who clings 
tightly to the rim and then signals 
to the pilot to loop the loop a few 
times. —Humorist. 


Fonp Parent (finishing story): And 
so they lived happily ever after: 

Ancor. Cuitp: Gee Pop, lucky they 
didn’t get married. —Yale Record. 


There are poor people in the Ten- 
nessee mountains who live in such 
dilapidated shacks that every time it 
rains, they have to go out and get in 
the sedan. 

—Tom Sims for Kay Features. 





He: 
SHE: 
History Museum. 


Wartress: Haven't they given you 

a menu yet, mister? 
FaMisHED CusToMeErR: Yes, 
finished that half an hour ago. 
—Georgia Cracker. 


but I 


A new sort of watch winds itself, 
and if someone will perfect a device 
to put out the milk bottles automati- 
cally, there should be no further trouble 
about going to bed. 

—Detroit News. 


A Scotsman was fined recently for 
throwing a cigarette packet on the 
ground in a London Park. An empty 
one, I presume. —Passing Show. 


One of the dangers of golf is think- 
ing you have found some mushrooms. 
—Tom Sims for Kay Features. 
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Where do animals go when they die? 
All good animals go to heaven, but the bad ones go to the Natural 


—Punch (by permission). 
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I suppose you two are putting something by i @ rainy day? 
Oh, rather! 


We're saving up for a closed car! 


—London Opinion. 


“Why are you so down on Czecho- 
slovakia?” 
“I am a poet.” 
—Pennsylvania Punch Bowl. 


Following ex-President Coolidge’s 
debut as a magazine writer, it is an- 
nounced that ex-Governor Smith will 
do a series for the Saturday Evening 
Post. The proper greeting for public 
men these days would appear to be 
“Author! Author!” 

Mrs. Smith is understood to be very 
much opposed to Al writing for Mr. 
Curtis. He is not as nimble as he 
once was, and she is afraid he will 
get hurt dodging in and out among 
the automobile ads. 

—New York Sun. 











| iW 


we MBER (caught slacking, to lady of house): Do you usually come bar- 
gin’ into the bathroom without knockin’? 


—Punch (by permission). 
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JupGe—So you think the defense will 
ask for a continuation? 

ProsecuTInc ATTrorNEY—Yes, the 
defendant wants a few more weeks to 
get her ankles in shape. 

—Film Fun. 





Abbott's Bitters, a stomachic, meets every require- 
ment of a tonic. Sample by mail, 25 cts. in stamps 


C. W. Abborr & Co., Baltimore, Md. 





“Of the Siamese Twins now in the 
amusement field, none are Siamese,” 
says a theatrical weekly. What has 
always worried a few of us is: Are 
they twins? —Detroit News. 


Ina Pinch use ALLEN’S FOOT = EASE 


Windscreen wipers are now being 
fitted on the captain’s bridge of one 
of the latest battleships. But there 
is still no aperture through which 
the Captain can thrust his arm to in- 
dicate that he is about to turn a cor 
ner. —Punch. 


Goirer (who has just gone round 


in 112): “Well, how do you like my 
Mas. Hices (noticing bottles): Been having a party? game?” 
Mrs. Bices: “No, my ’usband works in a brewery, an’ that's ‘1s ‘ome-work.” Cappie: “I suppose it’s all right, 
—Humorist. but I still prefer golf.” —Tit-Bits. 





Are White Teeth Impostors? 


poo 


4: out of 5 say, “yes: 


Though too few of us realize it, teeth of gleaming whiteness do not signify immunity from dis- 
eases that take high toll in health from 4 persons out of 5 after forty and thousands younger. 


O favorites are played. 
Pyorrhea and other gum 
diseases treat everybody alike. 
They ignore teeth and attack 
gums, And unless forestalled 
they ravage beauty and youth. 
They hurry destruction of 
health and teeth. If contracted, 
only dental treatment of long 
duration can stem their ad- 
vance. 

But modern dentistry brings 
you protection. If you. will let 
him, your dentist can preserve 
the health of teeth and gums. 
See him at least once every 
six months. And between visits 
brush teeth and gums vigor- 
ously, every morning and 
every night. Of course, to 
obtain the best results, you 
should use a dentifrice that is 


good for both teeth and gums. 

Forhan’s is such a dentifrice. 
After using it for a few weeks 
you will note a distinct im- 
provement in the appearance 
of teeth and gums. For it cleans 
teeth and helps to protect them 
from decay. In addition, it 
helps to firm gums and keep 
them sound. As you know, such 
diseases as Pyorrhea seldom 
attack healthy gums. 

If you agree that prevention 
is better than cure, add the 
daily use of Forhan’s and a 
semi-annual visit to your den- 
tist to the routine of life. It is 
economy. 

Get a tube of Forhan’s from 
your druggist, 35c and 60c. 
Formula of R. J. Forhan, 
D. D. S. Forhan Company, New 
York City. 





Forhan’s for the gums 


YOUR TEETH ARE ONLY AS HEALTHY AS YOUR GUMS 











Play 
the 


Silver King 


now 
And still the world’s 
finest dollar ball 


Great news this to thousands of 
golfers who never felt quite will- 
ing to pay $1 for a golf ball. 

And best of all the new price 
goes for the original King—the 
same fine golf ball—the only 
golf ball on sale throughout the 
entire world wherever golf is 
played. 

With the King selling at this 
new low price, no man need 
deny himself the best in this 
year of 1929! 


The Silvertown Co., London 


John Wanamaker 
NEW YORK 
Sole United States Distributors 
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Records 


I've Gor A Feein’ I’m FaLiin’—(2) JericnHo 
(Columbia) 
(1) Lazy fox-trot with good vocal chorus. 
(2) Snappy and fast. 
I'm Just A Vacasonp Lover—(2) THe ONE 
in THe Wor.p (Columbia) 
(1) Peach of a melody, vocal chorus. 
(2) Rudy Vallee’s song hit. 


Takes You—(2) THe Lanp or SteEpy Wa- 
TER (Columbia) 
(1) Includes a marvellous piano chorus. 
(2) Indian atmosphere. 


My Dear—(2) I’tt Atways Be 1n Love 
Witn You (Columbia) 
Two waltzes played by The Cavaliers. 


PoticemMAaN: “You look worried.” 

“Yesh, offisher, I left my home 
early thish morning and haven’t been 
seen since.” —Pearson’s. 


He’s a Lucky Man who stoops to 
pick up a horseshoe in the road and is 
knocked into a field of four-leafed 
clover by a passing car. 

—Pearson’s. 


Al Smith is going to write up his 
career for the Saturday Evening Post. 
This will differ somewhat from the 
usual run of Post stories in which the 
hero always lands the big job. 

—Path finder. 








TRUTHFUL TELEPHONE OPERATOR: Sure, | 
gave you the busy signal. 1 was busy powder- 
ing my nose. 








SMOOTH 
STUFF 


LIFT the cap from a tube of 
Squibb’s Shaving Cream — 
brush up with its foaming 
lather—and sweep the razor 
over your face. Smooth stuff 
na rather. Ask any man 
who uses it. 

And shaving isn’t only 
smooth-running with Squibb’s. 
It’s freshening and bracing. 


You’re due for a shaving 
surprise, if yeu’ve never tried 
Squibb’s Shaving Cream. The 
first time you use it you'll find 
the razor doing a brand-new 
sort of jolly, rollicking shaving. 


Start shaving with Squibb’s 
tomorrow. All drug stores 
have it, priced very reasonably 
at 40 cents an over-size tube. 

© 1929 by E. R. Squibb & Sons 


A SHAVING 
CREAM 
BY SQUIBB 











Movies 


(Continued from Page 29) 


mind Baclanova that her idea of 
a perfect husband has nothing what- 


ever to do with shaving and dressing. | 
Clive puts up with her goings on un- | 


til she starts to give his young brother 
the works, and then he decides to get 
shut of her, as they say in South 
Carolina. 

As in all movies dealing with the 
tropics, there are a number of bitter 
references made to “that mysterious 
something that gets you in this hellish 
country.” Somehow or other we have 
never been able to see anything mys- 
terious about men developing a yen 
for a gal who happens to be the only 
white woman in the neighborhood. 

To top off a bad evening, Neil Ham- 
ilton, who plays the younger brother, 


brings out a phonograph, or rather, a | 
gramophone record, which carries a | 


message of undying love from the 
sweetheart he left behind in dear old 
England. When Neil gets tangled up 
with Baclanova, Clive rushes in and 
puts on the record, which just about 
causes Neil to have a conniption. This 
sequence is really a bit thick. 

The comedy relief supplied by 
Clyde Cook is only fair, which proves 
that the story is no good. And we 
are at a loss to understand why the 
other characters refer to Clyde as an 
example of what Africa will do to a 
white man. As far as you can see 
he doesn’t drink, smoke, gamble or 
play around with the native girls, and, 
except for the fact that he does not 
dress in the evening, he appears to 
be as respectable as any other Cau- 
casian present. 


A pleasant feature is Baclanova’s 
singing, but even her splendid voice 
is not sufficient to make you put up 
with the rest of it. 


“The Constant Nymph” 


Among the recent English importa- 
tions is “The Constant Nymph,” a 
film adaptation of Margaret Kennedy’s 
novel. If you read the book or saw 
the successful stage play taken from 
it, you will be sorely tempted to see 
the picture. Don’t do it, or you will 
be greatly disappointed. According to 
the press notices, the picture was 
supervised by Basil Dean, who also 
dramatized the novel. Mr. Dean has 
either forgotten what the play was all 
about, or he has been interfered with 
by stupid superiors. 

If there has been a more boring 
or amateurish picture produced in the 
past few years, this reviewer has been 
spared the agony of sitting through it. 
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March, 1920 
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Every Marlboro full, 


firm and round 


MARLBORO 


PHILIP MORRIS & CO. LTD. INC. NEW YORK 
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Get Out on the Water 


ina 


CORSAIR 


F YOU'VE never owned a 

boat . . . start right. Get out 
on the water in a Corsair. If 
you’re a tarry old salt and love 
the kick of the deck and the 
fresh rush of the winds . . . try a 
Corsair. You've never known 
another like it. 4 Chief among 
the thirty-footers come the 
Chrysler-powered Corsairs .. . 
the Cruiser and the Cruisader. 
Write now for name of your 
nearest dealer and complete 
illustrated catalog number L-6. 


CORSAIR BOAT CO. 
1030 Buhl Building 
DETROIT, MICHIGAN 








ALIFORNIA 


VIA HAVANA AND THE 
PANAMA CANAL 


New S. S. Virginia and S. S. California 
(largest steamers ever built under the Ameri- 
can flag), or the popular S. S. Mongolia. 
13 days Coast-to-Coast —5,000 miles over 
breeze-fanned seas. Fortnightly via Havana 
and Panama Canal to San Diego (Coronado 
Beach), Los Angeles and San Francisco. 
Water-and-Rail Round Trips 

From your home town back to your home 
town. Steamer either way. Choice of rail 
routes across the continent, with stopovers. 


Reduced Summer Rates Now 


A third, luxurious new Panama Pacific 
liner, S. S. Pennsylvania, now building. 
Maiden voyage from New York October 19. 


fonama facifie fine 


INTERNATIONAL MERCANTILE MARINE COMPANY 


No.1 B . New York; 180 No. Mi Ave., Chi- 
cago; 460 Si}'Sen France, ou offer laucher, 
or authorized steamship or agents. 














After California 
—Hawaii 


mail this 
coupon 


VYYYYY YY YY YY 


W. J. Black, Pass. Traf. Mgr., 
fry a ic Somem Lines, 

wa: change 
Chicago, Th. . 


Please mail picture-folders checked below: 
0 California Picture Book 0 The Indian-detour 
art all-expense Tours 

















Life 
The Speedy Waiter 


(Continued from Page 13) 


of flour under the other. He killed | 


the hog and cut four slices of bacon. 
Bread was made from the flour. 


When the bacon was fried and the | 


toast burned, it was placed in the ice 


box to cool while the waiter sat down | 


to await the return of his eldest son 
with the coffee. 

One day roller skates were heard in 
the alley outside. Could it be? Yes, 
it was. The son, brown as a nut from 
his trip through Java, dashed in with 
a pound of coffee. 


Swiftly, ever so swiftly now, the | 
waiter moved about the kitchen. The | 


coffee pot was placed under the gut- 
terspout in the alley. Came the sum- 


mer rains, and the pot was filled. A | 


fire was kindled in the stove. Coffee 
was made. 
“Take my coat,” cried the excited 


| waiter to his son. “Serve the man his 


breakfast. Hurry, please.” 
The waiter’s son dashed through 


| the swinging doors into the dining 
| room. At the far end sat a_ portly 
| gent from Portland. 


“T believe,” said the waiter’s son, 


| placing the dishes on the table, “you 


ordered bacon, buttered toast’ and cof- 
fee from my father?” 
“No,” said the portly gent, “but 


| I’ve heard that my dear old father 


did.” 

















Some motorist presented the cop with a new 
whistle which softened his disposition. 











In old Virginia! ‘‘Dar’s whar de 
cotton, cawn and Planters Peanuts 
grow.’ And as everyone knows, 
Virginia’s sunny fields produce the 
biggest, plumpest, tastiest peanuts 
in the world. The finest are saved 
for Planters—fresh-roasted, salted. 
“The Nickel Lunch.” 5 cents 
everywhere. Sold only in the 
glassine bag with MR. PEANUT on 
it. Buy a bag every day. 


PLANTERS NuT & CHOCOLATE COMPANY 
U. S. A. and Canada 


PLANTERS 


SALTED PEANUTS 











ANOTHER 
SCOTCH 
STORY! 


watch for next week's 
cover on 














"New Yorks very best” 


The Madison 


and Restaurant 


Suites Now Leasing 
Inmediate Occupancy 


MADISON AVENUE 
At Fifty-Eighth Sereet 
NEW YORK CITY 

- .* 
THEODORE TITZB 
Somalia Bb 





‘The FISH 


That Caught Me’ 


Off My Guard » 7 


You'll enjoy this fisherman's 
thrill when you read his story 


MASH! The strike was a com- 

lete surprise. My mind had 

on kind of made up for square- 

tail trout, and if you’re not thinking 

of bigger game than that it sends a 

shiver through you when a nine-pound 

silver salmon nails your fly and comes 

a clean five feet out of water. And me 
with just @ six ounce rod! 


What a Strike! 


Soon as I saw him I knew I'd struck 
the big salmon of Swift Stream Pool. 
And chet was a six ounce rod against 
him! If ever a piece of split bamboo 
was put to the test it was then. The 
first rush stripped the remainin 
twenty-five feet of line from my me 
I had hooked the fish on a fifty foot 
cast in swift water. To do this a rod 
must have backbone. But a_nine- 

ound salmon! That’s forcing things! 
Sse along the bank to ive bien free 
rein. In ten steps I came to the Gran- 
ite Cliff. Says I, kind of biting my 
teeth together hard, “You can’t jump 
over the cliff. Turn that fish mow... 
or break your rod!” 


Talk About Strain! 


I eased the butt down, and the line 
so taut you might have played a tune 
on it. You should have seen the bow 
in that little rod! Talk about strain! 
Just as I thought the butt would snap, 
the big salmon turned. Seventy-five 
feet away at the lower end of the pool, 
the water seemed to lift and he leaped 
straight UP; the sun flashing silver on 
his sides. But that was not the end. 
Three times the little rod snubbed and 
turned him at the end of the pool. For 
thirty-five minutes after the strike, 
that rod held at the very limit of its 
strength. Then, at the edge of the 
swiftwater, I netted the big salmon of 
Swift Stream Pool. 


What a Rod! 


| climbed up the bank and sat un- 
der the pines. I lifted the rod and 
sighted din its trim length. Straight 
as a string! Not a set! Not a bow in 
butt or second joint or tip! The fellows 
who make it call it a “Fishkill” *—not 
a half bad name perhaps, but not 
personal enough. I’ve renamed it Jim. 

*Fishkill (the first combination rod ever built 
which successfully meets the requirements of 
both fly fishermen and bait caster—price $13.50) 
is one of the famous Montague Rod & Reel 
Company rods, made in Montague City, Mass., 
and featured by good dealers everywhere. 


















































From The New Books 


I marvel at the ways of God 
For time and time again 

I see him paint such lovely clouds 
Above such awkward men. 
—The Lady is Cold by E. B. W. 


Commuter: One who spends his life 

In riding to and from his wife; 

A man who shaves and takes a train 

And then rides back to shave again. 
—The Lady is Cold by E. B. W. 


Miriam was just twenty, and Sylvia 
found her at times a rather trying 
companion. Sylvia was twenty-three 
and she was inclined to blame Miriam’s 
youth for her silliness. A less chari- 
table person than Sylvia might have 
realized that Miriam at forty would 
still giggle and try very earnestly to 
be amusing. 

—Loose Ladies, by Vina Delmar. 


Among the Sights at the 
Deauville Races 


Spinelli, the famous actress, who 
came one day with her back naked to 
below the waist, La Cabanel, who, at- 
tired in little more than beads, had 
herself carried to the races reclining 
on the cushions of a palanquin car- 
ried by four little Negro boys, Maud 
Loty, diminutive comedienne, who 
startled the most blasé by appearing 
in black silk tights, covering her from 
neck to feet, the South American girl 
who came in a bathing suit, with roses 
painted on her knees. 

—From Deauville to 

Monte Carlo by Basil Woon. 


Henry was unusually good humored 
and good natured, unusually gay. The 
glittering pageants of 1517 and 1518 
found him happy in his attendance 
on Catherine, all the more so because 
she was a mother and because Ferdi- 
nand was gone. But the thing that 
helped him most to behave charming- 
ly to his wife was his discovery that 
he had charms for another woman. 

—Henry the Eighth, 
by Francis Hackett. 
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IT COSTS SO LITTLE 


MORE TO PLAY THE 


THE IMPORTED “BLACK” 


meshed or dimpled 
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ONE DOLLAR 
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LIFE’S Title Contest 


(Continued from Page 25) 


CONDITIONS 


Lire will pay $1000 in prizes for the best titles for the 
picture on Page 25. By “best” 
shortest. The Editors of Lire will be the judges. 

Titles may be original or quotations from well known 
authors. They must not exceed twenty words. Contes. | 
tants may submit as many titles as they wish, but none will | 
be returned. 

The contest is now open to everybody and will close 
midnight July 31. 

Should two or more persons submit the same winning 











tied for. 

The final award will be announced as early as possible 
after the close of the contest and checks will be sent simul- 
taneously with the announcement of the awards. 

Address all titles to Lire’s Title Contest, 598 Madison 
Ave., New York, N. Y. 


CONTEST CLOSES JULY 31. 
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All communications should be | 





Officer McChortle closes a local speakeasy single- Pao 





is meant the cleverest and | 





title, each one will be awarded the full amount of the prize | 
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An easy motor run 
from Lake Louise lies Banff Springs Hotel, place 
of contrasts. You canter along the Spray in the 
morning and dance in your smartest Vionnet at 
night. You pour tea en ceremonie, looking out upon 
one of the most gorgeous mountain views of 


the world, and you motor in a limousine to call 
on Stoney Indians. You swim in out-door sul- 
phur pools, and listen to indoor concerts. You 
ride out to a dude ranche and find it owned by 
an Italian marquis. You play golf on the fine 
new 18, and have Indians for your caddies. You 
play tennis on baked-clay courts. You see braves 
in war bonnets at the Indian Days in July, and 
hear Scotch bagpipes at the Highland Gathering 
in September. An amazing place...the worn 
word wonderful doesn’t begin to do it justice. 


Canadian 








Under the lee of Mount Temple you drop 
from the transcontinental into the spruce- 
scented silence of the snow-peaks. The car 
sweeps you up the valley to the court of an 
Not 
London, not Paris could surpass its lounge in 


incredible white renaissance chateau. 


beauty, its cuisine in skill. Through its high 
arched windows, from its fern-hung terraces, 
you look out on one of the great views of the 
world . . . a jewel lake, now moss-agate, again 
turquoise-blue. .. a living glacier hung like the 
backdrop of eternity at the end of the valley 
...a ring of 9,000-foot Alps cradling the whole. 
Lawns and bridle paths embower the hotel 
... fields of shimmering golden poppies grow 
almost up to the glacier’s edge . . . the swim- 
ming-pool, the tennis courts, the tea terraces 


acitic 


LOUISE 


are gay with chic chiffons and sturdy moun 
tain clothes... motors come and go... riders 
canter along the lake-path... groups set off to 
Lake Agnes among the clouds .. . hardy 
mountaineers, roped to Swiss guides, clamber 
over Abbot Pass, sleeping in a stone hut 
among the eternal snows... it is a place of 
enchantment, “last, loneliest, loveliest, ex- 
quisite, apart.” Connoisseurs in living keep 
Chateau Lake Louise busy all through the 
mountain summer. We warn you, make your 
reservations now! 


Information from Chateau Lake Louise, Lake Louise, Al- 
berta, Canada, or Banff Springs Hotel, Banff Springs, Al- 
berta, Canada, or any Canadian Pacific Office: New York, 
Chicago, Atlanta, Boston, Buffalo, Cincinnati, Cleveland, 
Dallas, Detroit, Indianapolis, Kansas City, Los Angeles, 
Memphis, Minneapolis, Omaha, Philadelphia, Pittsburgh, 
Portland, San Francisco, St. Louis, Seattle, Tacoma, Wash- 
ington. InCanada: Montreal, Nelson, Calgary, Ottawa, Qué 
bec, Saint John, Toronto, Vancouver, Victoria, Winnipeg 


.. - World’s Greatest Travel Systems... Taans-Canava Lumen. . Eopress 


LineRS TO EUROPE AND ORIENT... Cruises... LAKE Louise... BANnrr SPRINGS... CHATEAU FRONTENAC 
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Shoe for eMen, ( ‘ —— | : 


In this modern day, shoes define a man’s taste ‘ “i MO Ef 
—his discernment in matters of dress. iF ga 
So, in the settings of club life, one finds men ; ‘i 
wearing the Mayfair oxford—latest addition to \ = AS fn 
Johnston & Murphy’s styles in walking, dress No ita Nase 
and sports shoes. a aN 
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The MAYFAIR...the newest J &M model. In Boarded Russia 
Calf with smart perforations and Agatine eyelets. Sold by a 
leading dealer near you. Ask for style booklet. 











Mrs. Pep’s Diary 


(Continued from Page 18) 


table plate, and was minded of Lil- 
lian Gibbs, who, finally determined to 
spend seventy-five dollars on telephon- 
ing her mother in London, could think 
of nought to say when the connection 
was established beyond the expression 
of her filial devotion and the excel- 
lence of her health. A story from 
Effie of the Irish groom who, interro- 
gated by his employer the day after 
a county meeting as to why he had 
said their horse finished eleventh when 
the journals did report only four horses 
in the race, had responded that there 
was space for at least six other horses 
between him and the entry ahead of 
him. Marge Boothby to dinner, for 
which Katie did prepare at my re- 
quest a succulent sirloin and slaw with 
old-fashioned boiled dressing, but to 
save my soul I could eat no more than 
fifty grams of either. 

May 17—Up and did on my new 
flowered silk, which the weather at 
last, thank God, does permit to wear 
with nought over it save my sables, 
and so to gymnasium, where I do now 
touch my feet to the floor behind my 
head with the ease of a circus con- 
tortionist and no constriction soever 
in my chest. To luncheon with 
Marge Boothby, recently back from 
Baltimore, and she did tell me how 
Len Ashcroft was obliged to have 
seven stitches taken in his hand and 
how the countryside does credit the 
wound to a fall from his horse, where- 
as in reality he did receive it from 
crashing down the stairs up which he 
was attempting to carry a ten-gallon 
keg of whisky. This story I did not 
relate to my husband, poor wretch, for 
fear that he would be inspired to pay 
Len a visit of sympathy, albeit I could 
wish him almost anywhere since he 
has developed the habit of commenting 
aloud upon his reading matter when 
I myself am engaged with a_ book. 
Over Francis Hackett’s “Henry the 
Eighth” he does sound exactly like a 
radio announcer, puncturing my rapt 
attention to “Murder by the Clock” 
with “Ooo, he was a bad boy!” “Ooo, 
they were terrible people in those 
days!” etc. Which, of course, I do 
not even have the pleasure of gain- 


“That, madam, gives you height.” 





Life 43 


How would you like 
to own Johnny Farrell’s 
Set of Troms? + + + + + - 


Wy en Johnny Farrell won the U.S. 
Open Championship, it wasn’t par- 
ticularly important to know whose name 
was stamped on the back of his clubs, 
since after all Johnny had taken particu- 
lar care in getting together a set of clubs 
which would give him the confidence at 
that critical moment in championship 
play which made the difference between 
being the champion or just—an also-ran. 


How we envy the Pro his bag of beau- 
ties, and how easily we forget the many 
years of searching, testing, designing 
and playing before the Pro has gotten , 
together his ideal set. ° ° ° f 


This has now been made simple. In the 
Johnny Farrell Matched Irons, Wilson- 
Western has produced for you a set of 
matched clubs which are modified re- 
productions of the Champion’s wonder- 
ful irons, ideally suited to help and im- 
prove every man’s game. ¢ ° 


Maybe you have some old favorites 
that you just hate to discard. Maybe you 
have a putter that seems a life-long 
friend. But give this test the once-over. 
Hold the clubs in your hand. Test them 
for weight. Swing them for balance, and 
perhaps you will be glad to join that 
increasing number of golfers who are 
finding that ownership of this marvelous 
set guarantees an immediate improve- 
ment inalldepartments of theiriron play. 





GOLF EQUIPMENT 





WILSON-WESTERN SPORTING GOODS CO. . NEW YORK « CHICAGO « SAN FRANCISCO 
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AFTER EVERY MEAL-FOR LIFE 


Taste 
the Juice of 
Real Mint Leaves 


affords just that taste 


of mint we all like after meals and after smoking. 


It whitens teeth — 


x sures WRIGLEY'S 


sweetens breath — aids digestion 
and calms the nerves. 





He denounces people’s pet notions 
and makes them like it! 


x Astounding bargain! 
Best Liberal Reading 
—1,157 pages, almost 
2 pounds, 300,000 words 
Works of Clarence 


DARROW 


18 Sections—27 Titles 
fesies Bee Fearlessly 


Alliance 

4 _ eal Pareles Right? 
Is Prohibition Desirable 
Is ie Worth Living? 
Is Mankind Progressing? 
Are We Machines? 
Resist —_ Evil 
An Eye for an Eye 
Loeb and Leopold Defense 
Anti- —— ry Trial 
Defense of a Negro 
Do We Have Free Will? 
Can We Control Conduct? 
Dry-Law Pro and Con 
Skeleton in the Closet 
St ne of ly ye 

taire vs. Priest ing 
Instinct and Reason Worth $3 
Leora tere and Art All For $1 

t itman— jrtgand $1 and ask 
—Robt. pitman Jobe B. + aro “Works of Dar- 
To Socialists—Edwardses and al "—27 titles $1 
Juk eses—Day with postpaid anyw 
HALDE MAN-JULIUS PUBLICATIONS 

Dept. D-1 Girard, Kansas 


























“I just can’t get used to that new house we 
moved into!!” 





Life Publishing Company, 
598 Madison Avenue, 
New York City. 

Dear Lire: 


I have just read with amazement 
the letter of G. W. Whitaker of To. 
ronto published in your last issue. It 
is scarcely likely that well-bred Ameri- 
cans will waste time in answering 
such disgusting ignorance as is dis- 
played by said Whitaker: but as a 
Canadian, resident in and enjoying the 
hospitality of this country, I just wish 
to apologize for the misfortune that 
Canada has such persons numbered 
among her population. 

G. W. Whitaker is evidently entirely 
provincial, and has travelled little. It 
would appear that his entire life has 
been extremely narrow and restricted, 
as is evidenced by the thoughts ex- 
pressed in his letter. The surpassing 
ignorance displayed also, in criticizing 
Count Felix Von Luckner, who is 
probably the outstanding “good sport” 
of the war, whether of Germans or 
Allies, is worthy of note. 


Mr. Whitaker is profuse in his 
thanks to his Maker that he is a Ca- 
nadian with true English blood in his 
veins, and not a mongrel such as he 
suggests most Americans are. True 
Canadians know the type only too 
well. We had a plague of them 
around rgro and until the war stopped 
a lot of immigration. It is the type 
of Englishman who can find nothing 
right anywhere except in merrie old 
England, and who is always wanting 
to show his friends how they do things 
“over ’ome.” The situation got s0 
bad in Canada around r1g12 that it 
was no uncommon thing to see ad- 
vertisements reading “Men wanted— 
No English need apply.” Mr. Whit- 
aker’s thanks to God that he is not 
as other men bring to mind a certain 
Pharisee mentioned in the New Testa- 
ment. Those who know England and 
the English do not need to be told that 
the G. W. Whitaker type is only a 
small proportion of the population of 
any country, (and you can interpret 
“small” any way you please.) 


I would like to suggest in conclu- 
sion that G. W. Whitaker loosen up 
and spend a couple of dollars and 
treat himself to the story of Count 
Von Luckner, and find out what he 
really did in the war. Mr. Whitaker 
in reading this might get some ct 
lightenment as to what a real man is. 

E. I. Brown. 
Tue Penton Panss Co., CLEVELAND 








OPENING DAY AT THE 
RACES... BELMONT PARK 
a HOOFS, pounding out the 


dence of the sport of kings...a gracious 


eep of lawn, gorgeous with gay folk. High 


rits—high festival—_when beautiful Bel- 
nt opens its season. And a glance at the 
torpark discovers how high the favor runs 

- the great straight eights and sixes by 
idebaker, Builder of Champions! Holding 
disputed every official stock car record for 
eed and endurance, these spirited motor 
s show their mettle in every liquid line 

d curve. Low-swung and lithe, these 
nart new Studebakers are champions in 
1ks asin fact...andin manners. At their 
’ne-Profit prices, no wonder Studebaker 
now sells more eight-cylinder cars than any 
ther manufacturer in the world! I]lustrated 
s The President Eight Convertible Cabriolet 


w Four; six wire wheels, standard equipment. 


BUILDER OF CHAMPIONS 





what a whale of a difference 
just a few Atripes. make... 
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Yer... and what a whale 
of a difference just a few cents make 


... a definite extra price for a 
definite extra tobacco-goodness 
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Liccetr & Myers ToBacc® Co, 





